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Author's Notes: 
Hey! 


Coming at you with the most underrated band and pairing here. Definitely the cutest of all glam. 
Also posted it on Ao3, hope y'all will enjoy this horny story >) 


PS: Yeah, when Bret said he wanted to give him something else to keep him hydrated, you know what kind of 
body fluid. But shuuut you know C.C. is kinkier so they'll have a lot of fun :) 


Stay safe and don't do drugs! xx 


It was a dark and raining February 1987 night when Bret opened the front door of the hotel the band was 
staying in for the night. 


His black boots were dripping from the bad weather, but his hair was safe thanks to the jacket he put on his 
head on the way from the car to the building. 


He sighed as the elevator door opens for him. Ruffling his hair, he pushed the button to the 8th floor where 


his room is waiting for him. 


It was a nice late evening. He hooked up with a few girls at the club, drank enough booze to make him forget 


about the rough tour they were having. 


And to be honest, all that mattered to him right now is the big bed waiting for him to get some sleep and 
pray that he won't lose his mind before the end of this tour. 


What he didn't expect when he opened the door to his room and turn on the light, is finding someone on his 
bed 


He stood still, by the door, trying to figure out if he was in the wrong room or if someone managed to sneak 


in and sleep on his bed. 
Bret was not having it. 


Putting the keys of his car on the small table near the door, he approached the small figure that was draped 


on their stomach over the sheets. 


Dirty blonde hair, the milky skin of his back exposed, the sheets only covering his bottom, his thighs slightly 


apart, leaving nothing to the imagination. 
God damn it CC. 


His mouth was slightly open against the pillow, and Bret could only make out his side profile. The makeup on his 


face was messy, pink lipstick and black eyeliner smeared on the white pillow. 
CC was, as usual, a mess. 
Bret took a look at the bedside table only to see an empty plastic bag and the remaining of a last line of coke. 


He took all of it 


The singer shook his head. It wasn't the first time it happened, especially during this tour. CC was becoming 
addicted to this drug, and Bret saw it change him everyday. 


It worry him a lot about the upcoming activities of the group, the guitarist was gonna ruin their career if it 


continued. 


Bret was mad. 

"CC, get the fuck up." 

No response. 

"CC, come on you're in my room again" 

He repeated, slapping the other on the back. 


Finally CC shifted, moving around on the bed to face Bret, laying on his back, chest exposed, the white sheets 
barely covering anything. 


Bret could see the other shivering, goosebumps forming on his skin, his nipples hardening. 


The pink blush was still on his cheeks, giving him this cute innocent impression. His eyes were half opened, 


startled by the sudden lighting. 


He looked so pretty yet was the wildest and vilest person Bret ever knew. He got in his nerves so much he 


wanted to rape him sometimes. 

"You're in my bed again for fuck's sake CC get the fuck out" 

CC smiled dreamily, fully opening his eyes, dilated pupils met Bret's regular ones. 
He was so coked out. 


"Waited for you Bret, where were you" His sultry voice woke something Bret wasn't expecting to be awake. Not 


now and not with his drugged out best friend. 


It wasn't the first time he found the guitarist sleeping on his bed Sometimes CC would wait for him to talk 


about songs or even personal stuff but ends up sleeping in. 

That being said, it was rare to find him naked and high, all pretty and displayed for Bret's eyes. 
| was at a party," Bret said, taking a look at the watch : 1:40 am, it was getting late. 

"You fucked her?" CC interrupted his thoughts, his fingers buried in his own mess of hair. 
Bret frowned, giving him an interrogative look. 


"Whatever bitch you were with at this party, did you fuck her?" The blonde eventually continued with an 


annoyed tone. 


Was he jealous or something? 
"Yeah | did, why the fuck are you asking?" Bret clenched his fists. 
He was sure it was gonna end up with a fist fight like it always did with the older. 


He couldn't stand him anymore these past few weeks, their conversations couldn't even last more than 5 


minutes before they were at each other's throat. It was unbearable for both of them. 
"Nothing. I'm just pissed | was waiting for you in your room while you were fucking some random slut." 


His tone and gestures were slow because of the amount of coke he had, and Bret concluded that if you abuse, 


you'll get the inverse effect. 
He paused, ruffling his hair before continuing, 
"Makes me feel like I'm your bitch. I'm not your bitch, Bret." 


Bret smirked at the last sentence, and gave him an exaggerated laugh before going to the other side of the 


room, removing his clothes, only leaving his black briefs on. 
‘Oh if only | could make you my bitch, CC." He muttered. 


He turned around to find his best friend snorting the last remaining line on the table. Bret frowned when the 
other opened the drawer and took out another plastic bag. 


"You want one?" He shook the bag, a proud smile on his face. 


"Get this thing out of my sight, not wanna end up like you" Bret approached and took the object away, angrily 
throwing it on the floor. 


"That's enough of coke for you tonight, we have a show tomorrow, look at you, you look like a homeless junkie, 


get it together man! Don't want a junkie guitarist in my band" He shouted. 


Bret was sure CC would fight him after his threatening, but got surprised when the other didn't say anything, 


just placed himself on his elbows, one hand scratching his neck. 
"Bret, give me some water" He asked instead. 
The singer tsked, "Go get it yourself you junkie." 


He got surprised once again when CC didn't say anything, instead just cleared his throat and, 


"Please? | really need some water." 
He begged? Bret was sure his heart skipped a beat or two at that. 


He figured the guitarist was really in need for water to beg for it. That didn't stop him from wanting to hear 
that again. 


Bret eventually opened the mini fridge to toss him a bottle, but the other couldn't even catch it and it ended 
up on the floor. 


"Man, you're so high you can't even catch a bottle of water" The younger mocked before going to the edge of 
the bed, the other still waiting for his water. 


He kneeled next to him and whispered, "Want me to give you the bottle? What do we say, CC?", a satisfied 


smile forming on his face when the other shivered again. 

Please." The guitarist begged with no hesitation, his viral system not leaving him any choice. 

"That's a good boy." He said, giving him the bottle and patting his head. 

He swore he heard him purr like a cat at the praise, but maybe he's too much enjoying the power he got over 
him that he's imagining things. Like the way the older was gulping while drinking that water, his smudged lips 
stretched around the head and the sweat running down his throat. 

Bret wanted to give him something else to keep him hydrated. 


Eventually, CC removed the bottle from his lips, 


"Why are you staring at me like that? I'm not gonna die, you can go sleep" he said, putting the bottle on the 
bedside table and stretching his arms. 


Bret nodded before turning the light off, joining the other on the bed 


The rain was pouring on the window, and all Bret could listen to was the quietness and his best friend's calm 


breathing and slight shivering. He turned towards his direction 
"You're sure you're not cold?" He asked him. 
"Don't pretend you care Bret, and yeah I'm cold but my body will be alright once the effect is gone." 


Bret hummed before slowly stretching his hand, blindly placing it on the other's chest, slightly moving it to 
where his heart is beating fast. 


The older gently caught his hand, intertwining their fingers, and it was the turn of Brets heart to beat faster, 
a need to protect, to take. 


There was no words needed, no lights to expose them. Their secret confession. 


It was always like this, for a few weeks now. The tension between them was so intense that they couldn't stop 


themselves from wanting to tame each other. 
It went from fists to biting to angry frottage or more recently rushed hand jobs. 
Always so hateful and aggressive it leaves bruises and blood on each other's skin. 


They craved the attention of one another. So much that one time, CC started to make out with a drunk Rikki 
at a party, only to see Bret's reaction He made sure to keep the eye contact with the singer while his tongue 


explored their drummer's mouth. 
The first thing he noticed was his eyes, envious gaze at first, with the way they drifted to CC's lips, like he 
wanted to take Rikki's place. Then they turned fierce, like he wanted to devour his guitarist alive out of 


jealousy. 


That night Bret beat him so hard his skin was bruised for weeks. He nearly choked him to death, spitting on 


him, saying what a slut and a faggot he was. 
But the guitarist learned his lesson, he knew he shouldn't mess with any other guy. 


CC was most of the time the one initiating the fights, but when they didn’t fight for too long because they 


kept ignoring each other, Bret was the one provoking him. 

Like that night in New York. They finished a show and Bret started shouting at him, out of nowhere, saying 
that his guitar playing was bad during the show when CC had actually made a lot of efforts and did pretty 
good. 

They ended up with bloody noses and cracked teeth. 

That didn't stop them from dry humping each other until they came in their pants. 

After several months of fighting at least two times a week, Bret started to question himself on what was 


going on. Sure, they fought a lot but it's still CC, his best friend, the one he told all his weird and private 


stories without feeling judged He has always been on good terms with him, except now. 


For him, the problem was CC, not him, because he didn't fight with anybody except him. His guitarist was not 
himself anymore, fighting with everybody, with Bobby and Rikki, with their manager, coming high on rehearsals 


and not even showing up sometimes. 


Bret almost hated him for that if it wasn't for his pretty eyes, mischievous smile and tiny hips. 


A few minutes passed, their fingers still intertwined over CC's chest. 
The grip of their fingers was harsh, almost like CC prevented his hand from going anywhere. 
Bret could feel the older's heart beat slowing down to normal, his breathing steadier. 


He slowly approached the guitarist and removed his hand from him only to trail his fingers on the smooth skin 
of his chest, making him almost jump. 


"W-what are you doin" CC sleepily murmured, shoving the hand on his chest away. 


He always backed up once it gets too intimate. 


"I thought you were asleep. Just wanted to remove my hand" A lie, but he had to find something to answer. 
Seemed like it surprisingly worked since CC relaxed on the bed. 


The guitarist eventually turned to face the wall, his back to Bret. It took the singer a few seconds to 
understand what the other wanted, so he moved closer until his chest was against the other's back and put 


his arms around him. 


CC shivered but not because of the cold this time, but because Bret's throbbing erection was pressed against 
his ass. He gasped when the younger leaned against him, his breath fanning on his neck. 


For the first time that night, CC felt good, wrapped in Bret's warm body, he felt protected, secured, hot and.. 
horny. 


But CC didn't expect him to stop here and stay still 


So after seconds of no signs of movement, the older took Brets hands and placed them against his own chest, 
using the other's fingers to gently stroke his own nipples, softly moaning and throwing his head on Bret's 


shoulder. 


Surprised but pleased, Bret took the opportunity and started gently nipping on the other's neck and working his 
fingers on the hardening nipples. 


If CC was already a mess, now he was helpless, mouth slightly open to make obscene sounds. 


Bret always knew how much of a screamer he was, his sharp and high pitched voice always disturbed him but 


now it was pure bliss to listen to. 
Bret groaned, his own pleasure being neglected. Instinctively, he started thrusting against the other's naked ass, 


"F-fuck, remove that fucking -mmhh- underwear." CC moaned, his hands reaching behind him to feel Brets 


muscular chest. 


Bret immediately lowered his briefs and spread CC's cheeks before placing his member against the crease and 
rubbing it in between 


It caused both of them to moan and swear, Bret's hand returned to CC's chest, moving it down to grab his 


member and started stroking him at a fast pace. 


"You like that? you're such a depraved slut for me" he murmured against his ear, pleased by the sweet noises 


his guitarist was making. 
"Bret, |-" 


"Shhhht | know. God | hate your voice, you're always talking. Just shut your big mouth for once and let me do 
the job." 


"Make me, asshole." CC challenged, punching the other's stomach with his elbow. 


Bret groaned in pain, backing up and slowing his stroking to gently poke at the head, before gently caressing the 
other's member until the base to play with his balls. 


CC moaned at that and started desperately thrusting against Bret's hand. 

And then the hand and the sweet friction on his ass disappeared, leaving him cold and frustrated. 

"You fucking- why did you stop???" He whined, sounding hornier and sluttier than he intended 

His question was quickly answered when the night light turned on and he heard the singer pull something out 


from the drawer and then he found himself on his back Bret straddling him and maintaining his hands over his 


head, a silky material rolled around his wrists. 


"What are you doing, don't even try to do it, you son of a bitch" CC tried to fight back, kicking Bret with his 
legs but he was too weak and high to confront Bret's much stronger body. 


So just like that, his wrists were tied on the bed, and he was naked and exposed in front of the singer's eyes. 
"You're not running that stupid mouth of yours now, are you?" The other gave him a sadistic laugh. 
"Fuck you" The guitarist said, spitting on his face. 


Bret's eyes lit up before backing his hand and slapping the older on the right cheek that immediately turned a 


shade of pink from the harsh mouvement. 


"Don't you dare speak to me like that you spoiled brat. Tonight you're gonna behave like the good slut you're 
supposed to be for me and make me feel good okay?" He said, grabbing the other's chin with two fingers. 


CC started to wriggle again, trying to get away from the grip only for Bret to grip at his wrists harder, until 
the guitarist thought the blood wasn't running in that area anymore. 


So he stopped trying to move. Bret gave him a satisfied smile. 

"Now spread those cute shaved thighs for me, doll" 

CC shook his head and Bret slapped him on the other cheek, leaving him with red marks. Bret then forcefully 
spread his thighs and placed himself between them, his head immediately buried in the other's neck, devouring 


it. 


CC moaned, throwing his head on the pillow and exposing his neck to his friend, a single tear dropped down at 
one brutal bite and the harsh slaps still tingling his skin. 


"You think l-aahh- will let you use my body as you like?" He said, and Bret moved his head up, bringing their 
foreheads against each other. Their eyes met and CC swore he got goosebumps from the way the younger 


looked at him. So much tension and want and need. 
He was ready to wreck him tonight. 


Bret smirked, he knew CC was high and incoherent and weak, he had him right where he wanted him, pliant, 
open, spread and all beautiful just for him to take. 


"Yeah | think so, you know why? Because you've been getting on my nerves for weeks now, provoking me and 
giving me a hard time. You're a bitch who needs to be dicked down to behave. And I'm the only one who can do 


that. We both know it. So let it go and I'll give you what we both need" 


CC barely understood the sentence, his head dizzy, mind going blank and only focuses on the plush lips moving 


just a few inches from his. 


The singer rolled his eyes at the non reaction before diving again and licking on the other's collarbones. CC 


yelped, coming back to reality and biting his lip. 


Bret sucked on the skin so much that the guitarist was sure there's no choice but to wear turtlenecks for 


the rest of the week. 


"Been such a bad boy CC y'know? Tryin to get my attention by any means, you wanted that dick so much, 
yeah?" The younger whispered against the skin of his jaw, licking at the sharp line. 


"N-not even in your dreams." The guitarist replied, a fail attempt to prouve Bret wrong but he moaned as the 


other bite hard on his collarbone, draining blood from the bruise. 

Bret proudly smirked at CC's silence, and placed a last kiss on the other's Adam apple. 

He's gonna learn to be mine. 

Spreading his legs and placing them on his shoulder, the singer placed a kiss on the other's hard on, admiring it. 


"You've such a pretty dick you know that?" He whispered between two pecks and watched CC drop his head on 
the pillow, humming at the praise. 


He wasn't lying, his cock was a little smaller than the average but his pubes were neatly shaved and the head 


had a pinkish color, it was so cute he didn't even need to pretend it's a clit. 


He eventually buried his head deeper and exposed the other's hole, equally shaved and pink and wet(probably 


sweat). 


Bret couldn't stop himself from licking and kissing, making the guitarist moan out loud, biting his lip and placing 
his foot on Bret's head, a way to urge him to go deeper. 


Bret smiled against his hole before penetrating it, his tongue gently fucking the other. 
"A-ah oh- my god Bret it feels so good I've never- don't stop" Mewled CC. 


But Bret knew the guitarist was gonna come within minutes and he didn't want that, so he pulled out and poked 
two fingers on CC's lips. 


"Want you to come on my cock CC, so that you'll learn not to give me a hard time." He said, leaning on CC and 


kissing his cheek which made the other wince. 


Never been loved 

"Open up." He ordered, and of course the other shook his head. 

"You're gonna open that filthy mouth of yours or lim gonna leave you like this, hard, horny and tied. You won't 
even be able to cum. You want that, CC? You want your useless litle clit not to come?" He whispered against 


the other's ear, one hand wrapped around his neck, a firm grip that manifests his dominance. 


CC gulped and Bret could feel that against his hand. He could also feel the other's cock throb against him, he 
loved the dirty talking. 


"You think that-" As CC opened his mouth to speak, Bret interrupted him and penetrates the two fingers deep 
in his mouth, and the guitarist choked on them. 


"Suck on them right now or I'll choke you." 
Bret threatened, his grip tightening around the other's neck 


CC nodded and had no choice but to twirl his tongue around the digits, hollowing his cheeks and sucking on 


them, vision blurry from tears and coke, but eyes not leaving his singer. 
Bret groaned at the sight, his member buzzing with the need to be inside the other. 


The younger eventually pulled out his fingers and immediately forced them inside the other's tight hole, making 


the guitarist wince in pain. 
Bret didn't wait that much before moving them inside, making scissoring motions inside to make it loser. 


CC gripped hard on the ribbon that tied his wrists, teeth clenched and a single tear flowing on his red cheeks. 
It hurt really bad. But after a few moments, the pain disappeared, leaving a pleasurable burn behind. 


He started fucking himself on the fingers inside, his hips meeting Bret's fingers. 
Bret was watching him during all the process, gazing at his writhing body, asking to be taken as fast as 
possible. He couldn't wait anymore either. Not when he had the most fuckeable creature asking for it in front 


of his eyes. 


After a moment of prepping him with his fingers and forcefully grabbing the other's cock so he won't come, 


he pulled out his fingers, wore a condom and spit on his cock. 
He didn't even warn CC, going inside in one thrust, making the other shout. 


The intrusion was harder than with women. Bret knew but it was much better than what he expected. 


It was warm and tight and even though it was odd, Bret felt like he was welcome. 
He was home. 


Fully in, he settled and searched for his friend's blue eyes, the eyeliner still smudged and messed up around his 


eyes, it somehow made them look bigger and his look more intense. 

But this time more droplets of tears run down his cheeks, he must hurt him. 

Bret started moving, leaning against the other and licked the tears away, leaving small pecks all on his cheeks. 
"Stop, stop all of this, it fucking hurts, let me go-" CC cried, weakly kicking Bret's back with his legs. 

Bret gripped on his hair and speed his thrusts, he's sure blood was coming out. 


"Don't fucking give me orders, you did all this, you got me fucked up for the past weeks, only thinking about 
you and your stupid attitude. Now you're gonna pay for it with your body. You're gonna take it and shut it.” 


CC started sobbing, hands desperately trying to get rid of the ribbon, but the drugs got him too weak and he 
had no choice but to take it. So he didn't say anything, but Bret slowed down to a halt. Maybe he realized how 


bad his actions were. 


They stayed like that for a few minutes, CC getting used to the intrusive feeling and Bret to the warm walls 


surrounding him, he felt so good that he was afraid he couldn't wait anymore to move. 


He continued to wipe the guitarist's tears away with one hand while the other took hold of the dirty blonde 
hair only to gently run his fingers through it. 


CC eventually got used to the feelings and the pleasurable sensation came back, he looked at Bret, and found 
the other already looking at him. 


Their eye contact lasted forever, Bret looked at him with so much worry, like he was asking for some silent 


forgiveness. 

CC has never seen that look on him, he felt like Bret was conflicted, just like himself was. 
"Move" He eventually whispered. 

The approval gave Bret a rush, his brain anticipating and his body getting excited. 


It was like he was trapped in some paradise fantasy. 


The slide was dry so he had to lube it often, but it was so tight Bret could come right away. 


CC balled up his hands into fists, as if he was gonna fall if he let go, his eyes shut, savoring the delightful 
feeling of being fucked, his voice going loud and high pitched on every thrust. 


"Look at me." Bret wanted those blue crystal eyes on him. He was the one taking him. Mine. 

When he opened them, Bret met a lustful desiring gaze, they wanted Bret more than anything. 

‘lm sorry, CC l- | think itm getting carried away, You got me crazy | don't even know what l'm doing," He 
whispered against the blonde's lips, "I wanna kiss you so bad." He continued, his eyes looking for some consent 
after all he's done. 


"Then kiss me you fucking retard” 


Bret didn't think twice before crashing his lips on the other's soft ones, tongue immediately darting to meet it 
twin, licking, biting, demanding. 


He wouldn't tell CC he wanted those lips that were saying such hurting and nasty things to Bret for so long 


now, he wanted to own them since forever. 


That was so sloppy and wet and dripping with hormones that they got saliva all over their chin and down to 
their neck, pink lipstick all over Bret's lips. But they liked it, a lot. 


And when CC bite his swollen bottom lip and smiled at him, Bret thought he was the luckiest human being on 
earth. 


"Fuck me hard Bret, want to feel like those groupies you like so much. Punish me for being such a bad boy." 


His mouth was gonna be the end of Bret sometime. He never even dreamed of hearing CC saying these kind of 


words to him, and it only added fire to the burning feeling in his lower belly. 


He fucked him. Hard. The bed bumped so hard it left marks against the wall. He pulled the other's hair, licking 
and biting at his bottom lip, his thrusts hitting the other's prostate each time. 


"Such a dirty boy asking me to do you nasty, next time we fight imma fuck that dirty mouth and come all 
over your pretty face" 


CC moaned louder, his head mentioning Bret to come closer, bringing him for another kiss, his hips meeting the 


hard thrusts. 


"Yeah, always wanted that, ahh Bret | think I'm gonna come, fuck this is so good-" 


The singer pulled on the other's cock a few times before squeezing it, refusing to let go. 
CC moaned in pain, his head buried on the pillow. 

"Beg for me to let you come, baby boy." 

And the younger could feel CC's cock throb from excitement. 

"Fuck, you're so kinky, want me to squeeze harder huh? Maybe even slap your small cock?" 


He didn't even wait for approval before doing so, landing a few slaps on the other's member, sending jolts of 


pleasure through CC's body, beads of sweat rolling on his chest, his nipples hard. 


Bret dived and licked them, sucking each one of them, his hand still squeezing and hitting on the skin of the 


other's cock, slowing his thrusts. 

CC was moaning even louder than before, Bret was relieved they were in a hotel. 
"Bret, ah, | think I'm gonna come if you keep doing that, l- my tits are sensitive” 
Bret's cock jumped inside him at what CC used. 


"Tits? | love your tits, and your pussy too, the best I've ever fucked, everything in you is pretty and delicious 
baby." Bret murmured against the other's chest, while CC's face turned a shade of pink. 


He never knew his guitarist was into feminization, it didn't help the need Bret had to come. So he let go of the 


others cock. 


He gave one last hard thrust straight hitting on the other's prostrate, enough for CC to cry out loud and for 


them to come together, simultaneously, groaning against each other's mouth. 


NNN NINN 


It was 0am when CC woke up alone in his bed, lower back and ass burning, headache and mouth dry. He 


must've abused of cocaine last night. 
He removed the sheets and poured himself a glass of water. 


He couldn't tell what happened after [0pm when he snorted his last line while waiting for Bret to talk about the 


following show. 


He managed to limp to the bathroom because he swore he couldn't move his legs properly because of his 


burning lower back. Thank god it looks like he already took a shower before going to sleep, he certainly couldn't 


do it now. But he could swear that the shower gel he was smelling on his skin had a familiar smell. 


After brushing his teeth, he took a look at himself in the mirror. He looked miserable, dark circles around his 
eyes, messed up hair, lips swollen and red, and his neck and the upper part of his chest all marked up. 


Wait? 


"What the fuck is all that?lll" He shouted, examining all the bites and hickeys marking his skin then the red 


bruises on his wrists. He must've gone wild with some girl after that last line of coke, it happens. 

No it never happened. He was supposed to leave those marks on girls, not the other way around. 

Calm down, CC. 

He eventually got dressed and went down to see the other members, maybe they had an idea where he was 
last night. Well, Bret must've been fucking some groupies, he was the last person who would know where CC 
was so he didn't need him at the moment. He'll have to find the other guys. 

What he didn't expect is to find Bret waiting outside his room, looking like he was ready to knock on the door. 
"Hey," He nervously said, a completely different greeting he usually gives CC (when he does greet him..). 

"| just- wanted to check on you ‘cuz yesterday you were pretty coked out" 

He continued, scratching his neck and offering CC a smile. 

He was definitely different. 

"Yeah I'm cool, as usual, big headache but | just have this weird burn in my lower back, | can hardly walk. Feels 
like | climbed a mountain and called on my ass or something. Whatever, I'm starving, gonna grab something to 


eat. See you" 


He managed to say while closing the door to his hotel room, not missing the way Bret's cheeks flushed when 
he mentioned about the burn and the way his eyes were examining the hickeys. 


On his way through the hallway, he got stopped, a hand grabbing his bruised wrist, 


"Ouch! What-" he got interrupted when Bret's chest sticked to his back, his arms around his waist and placing 
his mouth to his ear, 


"Make sure not to cover those marks, let them all know." 


CC hiccuped when the singer buried his face in his neck, taking in the smell before placing a small peck on the 
skin and leaving. 


The guitarist stayed like that, dumbfounded in the hallway. Somehow, the small kiss woke something inside him, 


a beautiful memory. 


That beautiful memory turned reality so often though that he doesn't even remember what it was like before 


being addicted to Bret. 

He was a helpless addicted mess. 

Now, on his knees in the bathroom of a party, with Bret's cock deep in his mouth, perfectly stretching his 
bruised lips and fucking his throat. His hand stroking what he couldn't reach, whimpering and moaning around 
the shaft. 


Blood was still running from his nose after the fight they just had and Bret's skin was all scratched. 


And it didn't get any better when Bret fucked him deep and hard against the wall, kissing and claiming him, and 


CC was so loud he was sure everyone in the party heard them. 
God, he loved his cock 


So big. Bret's member was so big it filled his hole to the brim, fucking him so good. CC never failed to say it 
out loud during sex, always happy to have Bret inside him. 


That cock tamed him. 


It was always wet, sloppy and messy and Bret was so rough with him. But he knew now how to please CC, he 


knew that's how he likes it, painful and dirty. That's how they both liked it. 


Bret grabbed his ass and thrusted into him so hard CC was sure the door he was pinned against was gonna 


break. 


The guitarist wrapped his thighs tight around his hips like he was afraid the singer might go away and leave 
him cold and alone. 


But when the younger came inside him, flooding his insides with his hot and sticky love juice, whispering sweet 
dirty things to his ear, looking at him like he was the most precious little thing on earth, he wanted to believe 


that he was made for him forever. 


They both don't remember feeling any better but like this, against each other, getting intoxicated on each 


other, « / love you » threatening to escape their lips every time their eyes met. 


